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Part | 


The Metallimansion was quiet. Kirk was visiting his mom, Jason had gone out with his girlfriend and Lars had 
gone shopping. James was home alone. He sat in the living room, gazing out of the window. Pink and white 
blossom danced past, floating down from the trees and coming to land on the lawn. A neighbour's cat raced 


through the grass, pouncing on any blossom that dared to sit still for longer than a second. 


James shook his head and pulled himself away from the view outside. He was procrastinating; he needed to get 
on with the job at hand. His eyes fell on a grubby notebook, next to him on the seat of the settee. James 
picked it up and blushed as he read what wad written there. 


ldeas for a date (a REAL one) 


Movies (inside) 

Drive in movies 

Rock club 

Bar playing rock music 


Renting a movie and having popcorn and soda at home (buy good stuff, not cheap crap) 


James glared at his list and turned the notepad over, hiding what he had written. "This is dumb" he muttered. 
"Really fucking dumb. | can't do it, it's impossible!" 


An image of Lars appeared in James' head. Lars, with his fluffy, light brown hair, beautiful green eyes and 
sweet, innocent face. James imagined Lars' surprise when he announced that they were going on a real date. 


His eyes would shine, his cheeks glow and he would jump up and down like a little kid at Christmas. 


James sighed and opened his notebook up again. "| have to" he said. "Lars is special, | wanna make an effort for 


him 
James heard a noise outside and he nearly fell of the settee in alarm. He stuffed the notebook under a 
cushion, then pressed his nose against the window. The noise appeared to be the same cat, who had knocked 
over a flowerpot in his pursuit of rogue blossom. James sighed with relief and sank back down into the settee. 
"Fucking cat!" he grumbled. "| thought it was one of the guys coming back". He cast a furtive glance to the 
cushion, under which the notebook was hidden. "This has gotta stay a secret! | can't let a single living person 
find out about my plans". 

"Hey James" said a familiar voice behind him. James gave a yell and fell off the settee. The ghost of Cliff 
Burton stood there, hardly visible in the daylight but otherwise, looking just as he had done when he was alive. 
He grinned at James and stuck his hands in his jacket pockets. 

"Shit, Cliff, you scared me! James said. "What're you doing here?" 


| came to find you, | got bored of haunting Kirk's room". 


"What have you been doing in Kirk's room" James asked, suspicious. Then a much more pressing question came 


to him. 
"Say, you didn't see me hide anything, did ya?" 


"Nope dude". James sighed with relief. "| totally didn't see you hide your notebook with your plans in for a 


romantic date with Lars under the settee cushion!" 
"Fuck!" said James, facepalming. 


"Hey, chill out Jamie, it's OK” Cliff positioned his hand so it looked like it was on James’ shoulder. "I can help 


you ; 


"Help me?" James chewed his bottom lip. "You aint gonna make fun?" 


"Nah dude, I'll help". 


"Ok, that's..great". James sighed with relief. He flopped back down on the settee and Cliff sat next to him. 

"So, why were you planning to take Lars on a date?" Cliff asked. 

James blushed "Well, it's coming up to the anniversary of the date when we first met" he explained. "Six years 
ago this Friday. And | thought, we've, uh..been an item for a while now but we just do stuff like making out 
backstage and then | thought why don't | arrange something really special for him. Don't laugh!" 

| won't, | think its a cool idea. What plans for a date have you got so far?" 

James pulled his notebook out from under the cushion. Flipping it open, he showed Cliff what he had written 
"Hmm" said Cliff, thinking. "Ok, so not movies". 

"No?" 


"Not at all. If Lars likes the movie, he'll watch it. If you like it, you'll watch it. If you both hate it, you'll just 
make out and that won't really be any different from backstage". 


‘Ohh, yeah, you've got a point there buddy" said James and he crossed all the film suggestions of his list. 


"OK then, rock clubs" said Cliff. He rubbed his chin. "That'd be cool but its not really that different from the 
normal stuff that you guys do” 


"Yeah, | guess you're right" James sighed. "See, now why | was having such a game thinking of stuff". 
"Don't worry dude, we'll come up with something" said Cliff. 

Both guys thought hard. 

"How many years did you say you'd known Lars for again?" Cliff asked. 

‘Itll be six on May Ist” 

"Ah, so what gifts do you give somebody for their sixth anniversary?" 

"Cliff, me and Lars aren't getting married!" James gasped. 

"So? Same difference, aint it". 

James went red. "I dunno, anyway. That's the sorta thing a chick knows, not a guy". 


"James, you're not trying". Cliff told him off. "You gotta make an effort, think more romantic". 


"I am trying but | dunno what it is". James suddenly snapped his fingers. "The card store! You know the liqueur 
store just past the garage? There's a card store there. | bet they've got sixth anniversary cards. All you 
gotta do is look at one and see what it says". 

"James, | can't look" Cliff pointed out. "Ill scare everybody out of the shop". 

"They might be Metallica fans" said James. 

"James! Stop making excuses and go to the shop and look at a wedding card!" 

James blushed even more. "No way! Tell you what, I'll ring my aunt up and ask her. She'll know’. 

"Chicken!" Cliff teased. James gave Cliff the middle finger and went over to the phone. Dialling his aunt's 
number, he sat on the windowsill, swinging his long legs and waiting for an answer. Cliff stuck his hands in his 


pockets and watched James with interest. 


"Hi auntie! Yep, its me, James. | was just ringing cos uhhh, | wanted to ask you something that | thought you'd 
know". 


"Hi James" said his aunt. "Fire away then and I'll help if | can’. 


"Yeah, it's, well, do you know what gifts they give for the sixth anniversary? It's for, a.project. Yeah, that's it, 


it's a project I'm working on’. 

James' aunt chuckled. "Candy and iron" she said. 

"Oh!" said James, surprised. "Ohh, OK then. Thark you auntie". 
"No problem". 

"OK, | better get going now, I'll catch up with you again soon". 
"Sure honey’. 

"Um, bye then and thanks again". 


"Bye James and | hope Lars enjoys the surprise you're planning with him". James spluttered as his aunt put 
the phone down her end. 


Cliff grinned at James. "What did your auntie say?" 


"Uh, candy and iron’. James shrugged and slid off the table. "Hardly romantic, is it?" 


"| dunno, Lars loves candy". 
"Yeah but iron? What the fuck? What am | meant to get him, a fucking firedog?" 


Cliff looked thoughtful again. James kicked at the wall, scuffing the toe of his trainer. All he wanted was to do 


something really special for Lars and like the loser he was, he couldn't come up with anything. 


Then suddenly, it came to James. In one glorious, shining beam of inspiration He smiled in delight and beckoned 


Cliff over. He whispered something in Cliff's ear. 


Cliff echoed James smile. "Dude, that's brilliant" he said, giving James the thumbs up. "That is fucking 


awesome!". 

"Lars will love it!" James said, excitedly. "I just know he will. Oh wow, thanks Cliff!" 
Cliff laughed. "Why are you thanking me? You thought of that idea’. 

"Um, cus you inspired me, being here. Also, you didn’t laugh". 


"Well, there is that, yeah". Cliff went over to the settee. "I'm pretty good huh?" A second later, he yelled as he 
went to lean back, arms behind his head and he fell through the settee onto his ass. 


Part 2 


Author's Notes: 
Bom and Cib, the mean brothers are fictional. 


James stood by the phone, checking the new list in his notepad. This was his list of things that he needed to 
organise for a successful date. Everything had been crossed off except for the one thing.. 

Book a fable at a fancy restaurant. 

James mentally went over the location of his band mates as he picked up the receiver. Kirk was upstairs 
playing guitar, Lars had gone out to buy a new joystick (he had broken his last one playing an Olympic game) 
and Jason was in the garden, cutting the hedge. James dialled the number written down in his book and seconds 
later, a lady answered. 

"Hello, Crystal Chalice Restaurant". 

"Uhh, hil I'd like to book a table for two please". 

"Certainly sir. When would you like it for?" 

"May Ist". 


"Yes, that is fine. And what time would you like to arrive?" 


James leaned against the window, which was slightly open A breeze drifted in, cooling his hot cheeks. "Umm, 


about 18:30 please". 
"Of course sir. May | take your name and address?" 


Jason, who was cutting the hedge nearby, chuckled to himself. It seemed funny that James, who hated "mushy 
stuff" and "sentimental crap" was going through such troubles to organise a romantic date for him and Lars. 


You gotta hand it to him Jason thought. When James decides fo do something, he doesn’t do it by halves, 


A loud, mean laugh startled Jason, nearly making him drop the shears. It came from next door, where two 
brothers lived. Jason didn't like them much; they were rude and unfriendly and threw stones at animals. He had 
heard that they were moving out within a few weeks. And not a moment too soon he thought. 


"Did you just hear that, Cib?" the elder brother said. "That soppy blonde kid next door has just booked a table 


for two at some fancy-pants restaurant". 


"Hahahahaha! He's probably going to take his stupid boyfriend" sneered Cib. "What a loser!" 

Jason went red and clenched his fists. He hoped desperately that James couldn't overhear. Not just because he 
suspected that James would come flying out and fight the brothers but because Jason knew that it would 
hurt James' feeling greatly if he realised he was being mocked so unkindly. He would act all angry and tough 
but inside, he would hurt terribly. 

"Its so gross, it makes me wanna throw up" said the elder brother. 

"Me too, Bom" said Cib. "| just wish we could screw up their stupid date". 

There was silence for a moment. Then Bom said, "Maybe we can". 

Jason's heart beat quickly; he stood there, listening for all his worth. What were the brothers going to do? 
Then he heard them walking away towards their house, both laughing. Whatever it was, they weren't going to 
talk about it outside. 


Shit! Jason thought. / gotta fell Kirk and Cliff! We can't let those assholes screw up James’ surprise for Lars! 


Jason put the shears away in the shed and went indoors. He nearly bumped into James, who was coming out of 
the living room. Jason stared at him anxiously but James looked pretty cheerful. 


"Hey, what's the hurry?" James asked. "Has that fucking fierce cat been out there, scaring ickle Jason?" 
Jason rolled his eyes. "Nah, I'm after Kirk" he said 
"Hmm, what for? You guys going to have secret afternoon sex?" 


"Nol l'm um. need to tell him the answer to a question that he asked the other day but | couldn't remember 


it then". 
"Hahahah, if you say sol He's up in his room". 


Jason hurried past, relived that James hadn't overheard Bom and Cib's mean conversation He's in far too much 


of a good mood! Jason thought. 
Seconds later, he was outside Kirk's room. He knocked the door and Kirk called out "Yeah, come in". 


Jason went inside, closing the door behind him. Kirk was sitting on his bed, his guitar on his lap. Jason was 
pleased to see Cliff there too; he was sitting cross legged on the floor, smoking a joint. 


"Hey Jason, what's up?" he asked. 


"Hang on a minute!” Jason opened the door a crack and peeped round. Seeing no James there, secretly listening 
in, he closed it again. 


"OK, so James is planning a special date for Lars on May Ist.he's gonna take him to a restaurant". 
"Really?" said Cliff innocently, while Kirk squeaked and clapped his hands together. "That's romantic of him". 


"Yeah but | was in the garden and overheard those losers next door sneering at it". Jason quickly explained 


what had happened. Kirk scowled and Cliff looked totally relaxed. 

"So, they're gonna screw it all up" Jason finished. "Guys, we gotta stop them! What shall we do?" 
“Chill dude, it's OK" said Cliff. "We'll nobble them, no worries". 

"But we don't know what they're planning" said Jason 

"Yeah, so we'll spy on them, like James Bond" said Cliff. Jason beamed and Kirk looked excited. 


"If they try and funny business on May Ist, we'll have them good and proper before James has time to blink. 
You dudes take the younger one and I'll have the older one" said Cliff. 


"Great!" said Jason eagerly. "Those assholes won't get the better of us!" 


Part 3 


James awoke, startled. What the hell was that noise? The he remembered; it was his watch alarm, tucked 
under his pillow so it wouldn't wake up Lars. Reaching under the pillow, James switched it off. He glanced over 
to the bed next to him. Not surprisingly, it was empty. Lars had been sneaking into his bed for years now. 
James turned over and smiled as he gazed at Lars. Lars looked so cute, with his fluffy, honey coloured hair 
tumbled across the pillow. His breathing was soft and gentle and his long eyelashes covered his eyes. James 


leaned over and kissed him gently on his soft lips. 


Those eyelashes fluttered and Lars opened his pretty green eyes. He gazed sleepily up at James, a little smile 
on his face. 


"Morning James" he murmured. 

"Hi Lars" James said, suddenly feeling shy. "Uh, did you sleep well?" 

"Yep" Lars replied, snuggling up close to James. "I always do when I'm with you". 

"You're always in my bed. So that is why it's so difficult to get you up in the morning" James teased. 


Lars giggled and buried his face in James neck. Worried that the drummer was going to go to sleep again, 


James nudged him. 
"Hey, sleepyhead, don't ya know what day it is?" 

"Um, Friday?" 

"Yeah but it's also May Ist. Six years ago, we first met” 

"| remember that" said Lars, playfully poking James’ stomach 

"Good Erm, so yeah. I've got a surprise for you" 

Lars beamed, instantly becoming wide awake. "Oooh, cool! | love surprises! What is if?" 


James laughed. "If | tell ya, it won't be a surprise!" He patted Lars' ass. "Just make sure to shower and change 


into your best clothes by 18:00, OK?" 


Lars gave James a naughty grin. "Only if you shower with mel" 
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Meanwhile, in Kirk and Jason's room, they and Cliff were discussing Operation Save James and Lars' Date from 


the Assholes. 

"Ok guys, so any news on what those two next door have got planned?" Jason asked. 

"Nah, | haven't heard a thing" said Kirk. 

"Me neither" said Cliff. 

"Hm, maybe they were just bluffing and they're not gonna do anything?" Kirk said hopefully. 


"We can't take the chance though" said Jason. Today, we gotta watch them like hawks! One of us must be out 


in the garden at any time". 

The day passed uneventfully. James played with Lars on some computer games, while the others took it in 
turns to hang about outside. It wasn't until about 11:45 that Kirk (who was outside under the pretence of 
painting the garage door) overheard Bom and Cib. 


lm gonna go to the store and pick up some food" Bom said. "Have you got the stuff ready to chuck at those 
drippy kids?" 


"Yeah" laughed Cib. "Who'd have thought the water balloons left over from Christmas would come in handy 


now?" 
"Just make sure you hit them first time" Bom warned. "Don't go wasting all the ketchup with your shit aim’ 
"Yeah, yeah" said Cib impatiently. "Why don't you do it if you're that worried?" 

"Cos Im going out for food, lame brain" Bom snapped 

Cib shouted something rude back at his brother but Kirk didn't catch what it was, as he was on his way back 
to the Metalliamansion. Hurrying upstairs, he passed the bathroom door and heard giggles above the shower 


running. 


James and Lars must be in there he thought. Gotta be quick! Kirk ran into his and Jason's room, Jason was 


practising his bass but put it down at once when he saw Kirk's worried face. 
"Any news?" 


"Yes, shhhhhhhhhhh!" Kirk said. He quickly told Jason of the mean plan. Jason scowled. 


"We gotta stop him but how?" Cliff stepped through the wall and Kirk squealed and hugged Jason. 

"Ah come on Kirky, you oughta be used to me doing that now" said Cliff cheerfully 

"Cliff, stop looking so happy, Cib is gonna throw a tomato ketchup water bomb at James and Lars!" scolded Kirk 
Cliff shook his head. "No he's not cos you dudes are gonna ambush him’ 

Jason and Kirk looked at each other. Cliff pointed to a stray t-shirt on the bed 

"And there's rope in the shed. Go on quick, before James and Lars finish shagg.| mean washing’ 


Kirk giggled and grabbed the t-shirt. He and Jason charged out of the room, down the stairs and outside. In the 


shower, James paused from kissing Lars and snorted. 
"Geez, what a fucking racket! What the hell are those two doing?" 


Its probably something really boring" said Lars. He patted James' ass and kissed his neck. "Now, where were 


we?" 
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In next door's garden, Cib stood near the hedge, a ketchup filled water balloon in hand. Two other balloons sat 
on the lawn next to him, also full to bursting point. Cib sighed and checked his watch. 


Five to six. Shit, how long do those losers take to get ready!" 


Suddenly, Cib was grabbed from behind and pulled to the ground. The balloon he was holding burst and ketchup 
sprayed everywhere. He swore loudly but was silenced by Kirk tying his t-shirt around his mouth. Cib managed 
to get an arm free and swung to punch Kirk but he dodged backwards just in time. 


"Jase, the rope!" 


Jason chucked the rope to Kirk and held Cib down while Kirk tied his hands behind his back. Then they tied Cibs' 
ankles together for good measure. Jason grabbed the top part of his body, Kirk grabbed his legs and they 
lugged him over to the garden shed. 


"Hurry Kirk, somebody could see us" Jason panted. Kirk dropped Cibs' legs and opened the shed. They dragged 
him inside, hid him behind some sacks and slammed the door shut. 


"Ahahahahahahahahahah!" Jason laughed, high-fiving Kirk. "That showed that jerk!" 


"Yeah!" Kirk said gleefully. "C'mon, lets get back and tell Cliff!" 

The guys ran towards the garden gate but stopped dead when they hear a loud beep. A taxi was parked 
outside the Metallimansion, the driver leaning on the sill of his open window. A second later, the front door of 
their house opened and James and Lars came outside. They were wearing their best shirts and ties (James 
tugged at his with his free hand; he was holding Lars' hand with his other). Lars wore a green tie to match his 


eyes and James’ wild hair was tied back in a ponytail. 


"Drop!" Kirk hissed to Jason and they both fell on their stomachs on the lawn. As James and Lars passed, they 
could hear them talking. 


"| wonder where Kirk and Jason went?" Lars asked. 
"Huh, who knows?" said James. "Wherever it was, they were probably doing something really dumb!" 


Kirk and Jason winked at each other. 


Part 4 


"Wow, | can't believe this!" Lars bounced up and down in his seat. "We're having dinner in a posh restaurant! 


I've never been to the Crystal Chalice before, what is it like?" 
"| dunno, | haven't been either" James laughed. 


"I bet it will be awesome" said Lars and he hugged James. James felt a little self conscious, as he always did 
when anybody showed him affection in public. He glanced at the taxi drive, who was watching the road ahead. 
James had already made up his mind that if the driver made any nasty comments, he would deck him one. Or 


maybe not? James awkwardly hugged Lars back, wondering if him fighting would upset Lars more. 


Stop worrying James, its cool! he told himself. Lars began chattering about the restaurant, wondering what food 
they would have and what he wanted to order. James began to worry again. He had spent ages looking through 
the phone directory, studying the ads as he had tried to choose a decent restaurant. Some of the restaurants 


had been way out of his price range, while others hadn't seemed special enough. 


The Crystal Chalice had seemed the best and as their taxi drew up outside it, James knew he had made a good 
choice. The building was made from warm, coffee coloured stone and a sign above the double doors announced 
the name in a curly golden font. The windows were large but with curtains in their lower halves, to give the 


diners privacy. 


"Ooh, it looks really neat" Lars said eagerly. James smiled at him. He paid the driver and they went inside. The 
interior was cosy and classy, with soft lights illuminating polished wooden panelled walls. Although the 
restaurant was quite full, the tables were well spaced out, giving the diners plenty of room. A host welcomed 


James and Lars and led them to their table, which was by a window. 


"Thank you" said Lars, sitting down. James nodded his thanks too, his attention caught by the table. The 
tablecloth was deep red in colour and made from real cotton. The cutlery and glasses sparkled like precious 


jewels and the napkins were cotton too. 
Fuck, its really posh! James thought. / feel like the Queen of England in here! | hope | don’t fucking break anything 


Lars seemed much more at ease, however, and had already picked up one of the menus and was reading it. 


James emulated him, selecting the other menu. He opened it and frowned a little at the contents. 
Potée Lorraine, Rum Baba, Creme brûlée! Geez, all this fancy sounding stuff! Why can't they just have burger and 
fries? Some of the meals had pictures next to them and seeing a particularly appetising looking one, James 


leaned over to Lars. 


"Hey Lars, what's cock ow vin?" 


"IFs chicken cooked in wine" Lars replied. Then lowering his voice to a whisper, he added "You say it koh koh va". 


‘Oops, sorry" said James quickly. Shit, | said cock in the middle of a fancy restaurant! | hope | haven't 
embarrassed Lars However, Lars appeared to be trying not to laugh. 


"Heheh, James, you said cock" Lars whispered. 
James started chuckling. "It was an accident, | didn't know how it was pronounced!" 
"Hahahaha, you wanna eat cock" 


"At these prices? When | could get it for free in a back alley somewhere?" Lars burst out laughing and some 


of the nearby diners glared at him. James helpfully covered Lars' mouth and the waiter came over. 
"Are you ready to order sirs?" he asked. 


"Uh, yeah" said James, moving back in his seat. "I'll have the, um..chicken cooked in wine". Seeing the waiter's 


puzzled expression, James picked up the menu and pointed to the picture of the coq au vin 

"Does sir not want a starter?" the waiter asked 

"Yeah, l'm starting with that" said James. 

"No James, he means..like a soup" said Lars. 

"Ohh, fair enough" said James. He looked at the menu again, this time under starters. The list was enormous. 
"IIl have..erm, Lars?" 

"l'm not a soup" said Lars. 

"Nah, | mean, what are you having?" 

"Oh! | will have cream of tomato soup". 

"Me too". James looked at the waiter. "Those ones please". 

The waiter scribbled down in a little notebook. "Would you care for some water to drink?" he asked. 
"Nah, I'd rather have beer" said James. Lars nudged him. 


"You have water at a posh restaurant, then wine with the main course" he whispered. 


"Oh" said James. "Ok, yeah then, we'll have water please". 


The waiter nodded and walked away gracefully. James’ feeling of self consciousness grew. He was messing up 


the date really bad, he was sure. Then he looked at Lars and saw Lars was smiling. 

"You OK buddy?" James asked. 

"Yeah" Lars said happily. "This is awesome, it feels so special’. 

"Well, that's great then, yeah" said James, relieved. However, his relief took a back seat when the waiter 
returned with their soups and an expensive bottle of mineral water. Before James could say anything, he had 


opened it and was pouring it into Lars’ glass. 


Shit! | thought when he said water, he meant out of a fucking tap James thought. This is gonna cost me a fortune. 
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Meanwhile, back at the Metallimansion, Jason was taking his turn to watch the house next door. He was sitting 
in a deckchair, reading a rock magazine and thinking about what Kirk had said to him, just after they had tied 
up Gb. 


We better keep watching all evening, until James and Lars get back Bom might fail them to the restaurant when 
he gets back from shopping and we cant take ANY chances of their date being ruined 


Jason thought that Kirk was being a little overdramatic but still, it was a pleasant sunny evening and there 


was no harm watching. He leaned back in the deck chair, getting more comfortable. 


Suddenly, the sound of a car engine startled him. Looking up, Jason saw that Bom had returned from his 
shopping trip. 


Jason peeped over the top of his magazine, watching Bom get out of the car. He unlocked the garage and then 
drove it inside. Jason smirked to himself as he wondered if Bom would look for Cib. However, he also felt a little 
nervous. When Bom found Cib in the shed, he would probably guess it was the Metallica guys’ doings. 

He'll go ape Jason thought. Oh well, if we have to fight them, at least itll keep them from bugging James and Lars! 
About ten minutes later, next door's front door was flung open and Jason heard Bom's impatient voice. 


"Gib!" he yelled "CB! Where the fuck are you?" There was no reply. 


"Fuck's sake!" Bom cursed. "Do | have to do everything myself around here if | want it doing properly?" He went 


back inside, slamming the door so hard that the glass in it rattled. 


Wonder what he's going to do now? Jason thought. He soon found out. Bom came back outside, scowling. He 
stomped over towards the garage, muttering to himself. 


"Useless idiot. Well, he'll be the one missing out on the fun". Once he was inside the garage, Jason got up. Bom 
had left the door open and by hiding himself behind a bush that was close to the garage, Jason could hear 


Bom's every word. 


"lIl go there myself! Though | bet those losers will be finished soon What was the name of the fucking 


restaurant again?" 


Shit, Kirk was right. This guy is a Class A Spoilsport Jason thought. He checked his watch. 19:30. Would James and 


Lars be finished at the restaurant? Would they be on their way home now? Jason couldn't take the chance. 
Jason raced inside the Metallimansion, heading for the living room, where Kirk and Cliff were watching TV. 


‘Guys, come outside quick!" he yelled. "Bom's gonna go to the restaurant where James and Lars are and fuck 
up their date!" 


Kirk leapt up and he and Jason ran back out into the garden. Cliff followed by taking a short cut through the 


wall. However, outside Bom was just reversing his car out onto the road. 
"Oh fuck, we've gotta stop him!" gasped Jason. 
"But how?" Kirk wailed. 


"Its OK dudes" said Cliff. "Leave it to me". 


Part 5 


"James, that was a great evening" Lars said eagerly. "Thanks so much for taking me out to dinner, | really 


REALLY loved it!" 


James smiled, pleased that the date had gone well. He and Lars were standing outside the Crystal Chalice, 
waiting for their taxi. Lars was bouncing about, wanting the taxi to arrive. James could tell by the cheeky looks 
that Lars kept giving him that he wanted to get back to the Metallimansion so that they could make out. 


However, James didn't want the taxi to arrive just then. He had one last surprise for Lars. 

"This has been one of my best ever days" said Lars, his eyes shining. 

‘Its not over yet" said James, delighted that Lars had said something that gave him a good opening. He slipped 
his hand into his jeans pocket and took out a packet of Reese's Pieces. "There ya go" he said, handing them to 
Lars. 

"Thanks James" said Lars, beaming, albeit looking a little puzzled. He went to open the packet, then frowned. 


"James, why have they been sellotaped shut? Did you open them before?" 


"Um, no!" said James at once. "Well, yes but | didn't eat any". Lars raised an eyebrow. "Oh look, just open them 


Lars. You'll like it, | promise". 


Still puzzled, Lars tugged at the sellotape. "Be careful" James warned. "Don't rip the, erm packaging’. Finally 
getting the tape off, Lars put his hand inside to grab some sweets but instead felt paper. Pulling the contents 


out, his eyes widened. He was holding two concert tickets. 


"OH!" Lars exclaimed. Stuffing the open bag in his pocket (no way would Lars waste sweets); he read the tickets 


out aloud. 


"Iron Maiden - live at the Shoreline Amphitheatre on May I2th". Lars yelled in delight, then grabbed James and 
hugged him so hard he nearly popped the button off his jeans. 


"James, thanks! That's the best surprise in the universe!" 
"No problem" grinned James, delighted with Lars reaction. Then Lars stretched upwards and kissed him. James 
gasped; shocked that Lars should be so bold in public. Then he gave in and returned Lars’ kiss. He heard the 


sound of a car pulling up, which was probably their taxi but for the moment, James didn't care. 


Brillant! James thought, as he held Lars close. Candy and iron for our sixth anniversary.! knew | could cover them 


both if | really put my mind to it 
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One block away, Cib was running along, panting and puffing. While in the shed, he had overheard Bom's 
comments and he had managed to wriggle out of the ropes that Kirk and Jason had tied him up with. Cib had 
then decided to head out to the restaurant to help Bom in his plans (whatever they were). 


"Stupid motherfucker" he gasped, slowing down to a trot. "Why the hell did he have to take the car?" Cib 


rounded a corner and nearly fell over when Bom suddenly stepped out of an alleyway in front of him. 


"Bom! Why the fuck did you..".Cib stopped in mid sentence, staring at his brother. Bom was white as a sheet, 


his eyes huge and he was shaking from head to toe. 
"What's the matter with you?" Cib inquired. "You look like you've seen a ghost!" 


A taxi drove past; loud rock music flowing from the open window. In the back sat James and Lars. Lars was 


cuddled up close to James; arms wrapped around him and his head resting on James’ shoulder. 
James gently tipped Lars’ chin up and kissed him on the lips as the taxi drove off into the sunset. 


The End 


